Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



I 



.■z.-3bvGoot([c 



bvGoog[c 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



:,q,-z.-dbvGoOg[c 



TERSE VERSE 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



WALT AWAY FROM HOME 



Wall MuoB it k remukaUjr deh and iDgenioui rhjrnieAct. Hi> 
oulitrak ii genUl and wbolcMnnc, and he pieachei the old-Euhioaed 
^M^^ —London Spectator. 

Mann ii m the ade of the ugek and doiiieAidt)'. and all dut 
nuka lor goodDOi. —Belfast Whig. 

Wall MaHD'i pcHu are lenuukable lor itat ample, dbed, and 
uiHpoiled air of dncerit;. —DuUln Independent 



Sbowa an die cl , 

wiitei OB Ike bumbng ol public life. 

—Ctvll and Mtlltarp Gazette, Bombay. India. 

Hit humor it gcnuiae fiuff, lull of thiewd wiidom and knowledge 
of human nahnc. — London Morning Post. 

Wak Maton holdi \>j hi* Anea fameftnti. amplioitr, humor, and 
— Dublin Freeman' a Jownal. 



Read Wall for bfeakfaM and he Wki you up foi die dav; at 
limch, and ma face die iflenKioii; in ibe evening, and vuu {Eel too 
gJMid to to. dinpabon. He csntributai to the cheertulncM of a 
continml and belpa it in itt gieal talk o( imiUng ihiou^ the labon 
tA dke day. —London Evening Standard. 

The ratei thonielTei are well wioughl, flowing nuioben that get 
alona tmoothlv and Bontaneouthi, lingina, often in ■ q>irit ol pure 
fun, but not icKkKn with a ihiewd and tender terionineu nndemealh 
ibBT ncY Anericu faeeiiowneH, about the nituei and occamwl 
—Edinburgh Scotsman. 
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OVERTURE 

DEAR long since to the hearts of hundreds of 
thousands of readers of the daily papers 
are the rhymes, printed in form of prose, of 
Walt Mason. They are writ in the vividly living 
speech of people of today, disdaining nothing 
bf clean slang or ephemeral neologisms of col- 
loquialism. Their meter is perfect always and 
the turns of phrase burgeon with blooms of fe- 
licitous surprise. They are in themcelves a def- 
inition of humoi^— they express a thorough un- 
derstanding of life in its daily round and they 
formulate a critJcism of it in a spirit of broad 
tolerance. Th^ put the pleasant view of the 
small trials of existence. If they condemn any- 
thing, it is with a certain undercurrent of S3rm- 
pathy for human foible and frail^. Optitiustic 
they are pronouncedly, but not fatuously so. 
Th^ are almost always character portraits of 
individuals or types. They have a philosophy 
of common sense in which idealism and prac- 
ticality are curiously blent. Above all, each 
verse is a character- photograph of Walt Mason 
himself— a smiling philosopher with a gift of 
song. The flow of his rhythm and the measure 
of his rhyme are well-nigh faultless, so that the 
verses seem to be ordinary speech become po- 
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etiy, as it were, by accidenL Their cadence 
and harmony are not the result of any strain 
of arrangement in words. They are innocent 
of labored involutions and inversions of words 
and they never clog the thought. Each poem 
goes singing straight to its mark and the end 
is always a sort of glory of culmination and 
demonstration. It ends with the effect of a 
flash of light. There is no repetition of bought 
or language. Each poem deals with a partic- 
ular character or condition in a way to present 
its universal aspect, colored by the writer's love 
for folks like the rest of us. So his work is 
not trivial, property estimated. It is important 
and it is none the less so for being irrefragabV 
American in its strongly love-diluted cynicism. 
1 quite agree with Mr. William Dean Howells 
in die high estimate he puts upon Walt Mason's 
rhjrmes. Theiy make you feel at once just a 
little better than and ^nk a litde, not so much 
of yourself, as they make you see yourself in 
other fellows and in the situations which Walt 
describes and interprets in terms of a rippling 
diyme that never quite descends to mere 
jingle. 

— WiLUAM Marion Reedy. 
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"Here's to the man who labors and does it 
with a aong. He stimulates his neighbors and 
helps the world along." 



"I want to chortle the best I can, and try 
to cheer up my fellow-man; to make a fellow 
forget his care and make him laugh when he 
wants to swear." 
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" 'Make somebody happy today)' Each 
morning that motto repeat, and life that was 
gloomy and gray at once becomes pleasant 
and sweet." 



"To do your best, within your breast s 
cheerful heart undaunted — that is the plan 
that brings a man. all things he ever wanted." 
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GEMS 

IDECICED with gems my person fat, they glit- 
tered with exceeding splendor; I had Bome 
rubies on my hat, an emerald on each sus- 
pender. Oh, men could see me from afar, and 
straightway they grew sore and jealous; I twin- 
kled like the little star of which the ancient 
hymn-books tell us. I wore a sapphire on my 
shirt, my cummerbund was diamond- fretted ; 
the weight of all my jewels hurt, and long .be- 
neath the load I sweated. And ever as I toiled 
along, for dining halls or ball rooms heading, 1 
saw the tired and sad-faced throng that find* 
this life such dreary sledding. I saw men push 
their jaded feet in search of work that always 
dodged them, and women turned into the street 
from squalid rooms that lately lodged them. I 
saw them by the souphouse ranked, poor, hope- 
less skates, all trodden under; and as I looked 
my diamonds clanked, and made a noise like 
distant thunder. 1 saw a stiff fished from a 
brook, some worn-out wife or wayward sister; 
and as I took a startled look, my diamonds 
seemed to scorch and blister. I've cut out all 
the precious stones; one can't enjoy that form 
of granite, while hearing all the wails and 
groans that rise from this old hard luck planet. 
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GRIEF UNIVERSAL 

IT seems the cost of living is not a local ill ; all 
round the world it's giving poor pur^asers 
a chill. Beside the broad Nyanzas the people 
kick and roar, as buyers do in Kansas, when at 
the corner store. Where knobby alligators in- 
fest the stagnant Nile, it takes, to buy sonke 
taters, the poor consumer's pile. By many an 
ancient river, by many a storied lake, men pay 
as much for liver as they should pay for steak. 
Where sweet and spicy breezes blow soft o'er 
Ceylon's isle, the purchaser of cheeses forgets 
to sing and smile. Among the hills of Sweden, 
mid Greenland's snow and ice, the people's 
hearts are bleedin' when they behold the price. 
Along the dark McKenzie, and by the languid 
Po, consumers, in a frenzy, are lifting wails of 
woe. The Eskimo, when bujring his tenderloin 
of whale, the Hottentot, who's trying to eat a 
hemlock rail, all swell the angry ^orus, all 
weep and tear ^e robe; the grief we see before 
UB extends around the globe. 
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THE NEW IDEA 

LAST fall I heard a candidate stand on a 
rostrum and orate. To those assembled 
in the hall, he talked good roads, and that was 
all. He'd primed himself with tiseful (acts, and 
dished them up in cataracts. He told how 
taxes go to waste when we make roads in 
sloppy haste. 1 went to hear his rival speak; 
he talked and talked, almost a week. An old 
time politician he, who boomed the Boon of 
Liberty. Our Freedom was his foremost brag; 
he wept when speaking of the Flag. He 
painted, with impassioned skill, our victory at 
Bunker Hill, and talked a while of Valley 
Forge, and threw a harpoon at I<^g George. 
And when election day arrived, the good roads 
candidate survived, while he who talked of 
Predous Boons was handed forty kinds of 
prunes. I'm glad we are outliving mush, and 
tommyrot and bunk and slush. I'm glad old 
tricks are in disgrace, that patriots who want a 
place, must talk horse sense and eke brass 
tacks, or leave the course with broken backs. 
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BLOWING IT IN 

OF all the divers brands of joy that make our 
journey sunny, of all the bliss without 
alloy, theres none like spending mone^. It's 
well to put away a wad, against the lainy 
weather; it's well, when hard times are abroad, 
to have some coins together. But when you've 
salted down a roll of sesterces and talents, then, 
to invigorate your soul, go out and blow the 
balance. Don't let the saving habit grow, until 
you are a miser; salt down a part, a portion 
blow— -that policy's the wiser. I like to toddle 
to the bank and put some bones in pickle; I like 
to save, but I'm no crank on sanng every 
nickel. 1 like to take the extra plunk, and to 
the mart go flying, and buy a lot of useless 
junk, just for the sake of buying. I like to 
whisper to the clerks, "Get buty, boys, get 
busyl I've come to buy the whole blamed 
works, and make you fellows dizzyl" Of all 
the standard brands of bliss, that fill our lives 
with honey, there's surely nothing equals this^ 
the blowing in of monqrl 
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THE SINGER 

I SING mjr Bong the whole di^ long, and keep 
my harp a-going, to try to cheer the people 
near, while dodging bricks they're throwing. 
I ling of hope and all such dope, of gay and 
bright tomorrows, of canning care and black 
despair, and putting lids on sorrows. Year 
after year this sort of cheer, I'm tirelessly pre 
viding, and my winged steed keeps up his 
speed, though galled by too much riding. 
Throughout this land the folks will stand a lot 
of misfit singing, if but the bard, when whoop- 
ing hard, a gladsome note is springing. Though 
cracked his voice, if he'll rejoice, end laugh at 
woe and wailing, men will remark, "Long may 
his bark on smiling seas be sailing!" Yet poets 
write of starless night, and ghouls and women 
weeping, of lovers dead and vampires dread 
that batten on the sleeping. The dismal pote 
oft finds his goat has from bis keeping wan- 
dered; his odes won't bring enough, by jing, to 
have bis nightie laundered. For in this vale the 
rhjrthmic wail will never tempt sane buyers, 
t^o'll blow their piles for cheerful smiles and 
lays by lilting liars. 
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DANDELIONS 

UPON my lawn, I know not why. the dande- 
lions thrive; the grass may all curl up and 
die, but they'll remain alive. I've tried about 
a mQtion plans, to have the vile things slain; 
and all the schemes were also-rans, and all my 
efforts vain. The fair petunias that 1 bought, at 
fabulous expense, the sweet begonias that 1 
brought and planted by the fence, the tulips 
from the Netherlands, they all have died the 
death, but still the dandelion stands, disfiguring 
the heath. My vine and figtree withered are, 
the rosebush passed away, the fern that grew in 
yonder jar shows ^mptoms of decay; the lilac, 
when the nights were cold, turned up its tender 
toes, and still the dandelion bold, its streak of 
yellow shows. If dandelions were desired, if 
they would bring in mon, if every gardener 
aspired to raise them by the ton, they'd make a 
specialty of death, they'd languid from their 
birth, and shrivel at the slightest breath, and 
perish from the earth. 
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THE ROSEBUSH 

THE fauah whereon the blushing rose, whea 
things are favorable, grovra, is looking side 
and blue; to keep the bush from going dead, I 
give it arsenate of lead, and London purple, 
too. f wash the stem with kerosene, and dope 
the leaves with Paris green, and other com- 
pounds weird; and as 1 use the poisoned dope, 
I feel the shriveling of hope, and tears stream 
down my beard. And as I toil 1 wonder why 
die lovely things must always die, without a 
good excuse; the jimpson and ^e mulldni 
thrive, the cockleburs are still alive — ^you can- 
not cook their goose. A Keats will perish in his 
youth, while some old cross-roads bard, for- 
sooth, will live two hundred years; a horse dies 
early, as a rule, but for a century the mule will 
wag its misiit ears. The cow that gives all kinds 
of milk, whose butterfat is fine as silk, will seek 
the railway track, and there she'll stand and 
chew her gums, until a locomotive comes, and 
telescopes her back. With thoughts like these 
I stand and spray my dying rosebush every day, 
and know it's M in vain, for everything that's 
lovely dies, and man can only swat the flies in 
sorrow and in pain. 
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SAM AND JIM 

WHEN old Sam Johnson aat in state, dtat 
man of learning, vms and great, with 
Burke and Goldamidi and the rest, Jim Boivrell 
vna the butt and jest. They all must have theiT 
flings at Jim. and none had much respect (or 
him. Methinks, had some prophetic dub ap- 
peared before them at their club, and said, 
"This man who is your goat, at whom you laugh 
with scornful note, will by the multitudes be 
read, when all your junk is stale and dead," old 
Sam would then have raised a roar: "Begone, 
false prophet — there's the doorl" And yet 
great Johnson, mighty sage, the shining marvel 
of his age, lives only in the book that Jim so 
reverently wrote of him. Jim's immortality is 
sure; down to the Judgment 'twill endure, while 
diose who jeered his little games, have left but 
half- forgotten names. And it may be, men now 
on earth, whose work we think has little worth, 
will leave a deathless fame bdiind when the^ 
have quit their htmible grind, while pompous 
prodigies lie down, and. dying, kill off th«r 
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THE DANGER CAR 

THE auto, as a grim destroyer, is difficult to 
beat Just yeaterday I killed a lawyer, while 
scorching up the street. When first I got my 
car I uttered a vow that I'd go alow. "This 
speeding mania," 1 muttered, "is \^at brings 
death and woe." But I got going fast and 
faster, like many another scout ; and now there's 
always a disaster, whenever 1 go out When 
home I come from some hrief journey, my wife 
asks, "Who was slain?" I say, "Three clerks 
and an attorney lay dead upon the plain." 1 
go kerv4iooping every morning, o'er valley, 
weald and wold, all rules and regulations scorn- 
ing, I knock the records cold. A cloud of dust, 
a roar and rattle, and I'm beyond your ken, as 
deadly as a modern battle, a menace to all men. 
The rural cops would like to pinch me, hut can't 
get close enough; some day a bunch of men 
will lynch me, and that will be the stuff. And 
while for such a stunt they hanker, I'm scorch- 
ing, far and near; today I crumpled up a bank' 
er, and maimed an auctioneer. 
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WIDER FIELDS 

THE young men drift away from home; &ty 
go to RzJiway and to Nome, to Boston and 
New York I and some of them will crou the 
tea, to try their luck in Gay Paree, in Edin- 
burgh or Cork. They go afar, to play the game, 
to win the laurel wreath of fame, acquire a 
goodly roil; their native village doesn't yield a 
chance, they want a vrider field than Punk- 
town-in-the-Hole. Yet Punktown is a goodly 
town, and here a man may gain rraown, and 
wealth, and honors, too; but you are full of 
dreams, my lad, and so you'll hike for PetrO' 
grad, across the ocean blue. Across the hills 
and far away, you'll have a better chance, you 
say, as hosts have said before; and so you sc^ 
farewell to all, and leave behind your father's 
hall, his rooftree and his door. I know you'd 
do as well at home m you will do, where'er 
you roam, but it were vain to apeak, for youth 
must tread the distant road, find for itaelf its 
own abode, its Eldorados seek. Go forth and 
hew and carve and build, and may die visions 
be fullilled that agitate your soul I Co, wander 
'neath a foreign sky, while we old codgers wilt 
and die, at Punktown-in-the-Holel 
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THE OTHER FELLOW 

THE othei fellow ought to do the things I 
leave undone; 1 like to hand him precepts 
true, and counsel by the ton. The other fel- 
low'd find it wise to lead the simple life, to 
rigidly economize, assisted by his wife. While 
I blow in the good long green for diamond- 
studded lyies, for jugs of qiarkling gasoline, 
and costly rubber tires. The other fellow ought 
to buy the cheaper cuts of meat, and feed his 
children prunes while I the juicy sirloin eat. 
The other fellow ought to keep vrithin his mod- 
est means, and he can make hia living cheap, 
by raising spuds and beans. The other fellow 
ought to sweat and struggle for each dime, 
v^ile I go blithely into debt, and have a bully 
time. The other fellow ought to know that 
rainy days will come, and he, to sidestep grief 
and woe, should save an ample sum. While I 
blow all my coin away, much faster dian it's 
earned, and say about the rainy day, "The 
rainy di^ be demed." 
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TWO KINDS 

THE lad who'd prosper well, and riae, to 
work will blithely walk, and toil with vim, 
nor keep his eyes forever on the clock. "The 
Boss's interests are mine," he to himself will 
say; hut the worthless swab loafs on his job, 
^en the Boss has gone away. The youth 
who'd reach a higher place, his duties does not 
shirk; the cheerful smile upon his face shows 
that he likes his work. In earning trust and 
confidence he takes a keen delight; but the 
worthless oaf begins to loaf, when the Boss is 
out of sight The chap who gets the good fat 
check w^en his week's work is through, is he 
who alwajrs is on deck, when there is work to 
do, who toils as bravely when alone as when 
the Boss is near; but the worthless runt neglects 
his stunt, should the Old Man disappear. 
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SOLEMN SANCTITY 

SOME pious men are on diU earth, ^o think 
that any kind of mirth is sacrilege or sin, 
and they would tumble from their perch if aiQr 
one should enter church and wear a cheerful 
grin. So gloomy is their house of prayer, you'd 
almost think a corpse was there, a-waiting for 
the hearse; all festive words their souls annoy, 
and they will squelch the signs of joy, with 
chapter and with verse. "Serve Him with 
mirth. His praise foretell," I've heard the grand 
old anthem swell, all through my passing years; 
but those v^o sing it sing as though His service 
meant the deeps of woe, and misery and tears. 
Why make your creed a doleful thing? Why 
pull long faces when you sing, or grovel when 
you pray> Jehovah made this world so glad, 
he doesn't mean us to be sad throughout our 
little stay. I do not often seek the kirk, be- 
cause if ever smile or smirk my toilworn fea- 
tures wore, a deacon d drag me from my pew. 
and pu^ me down the aisle and through the 
large cathedral door. 
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EVICTED 

NEW gray hairs are adorning my venerable 
dome. The sherifiF came this morning and 
shooed me from my home. My good wife, 
Jane Mirandy.is weeping by the gate, and little 
Bess and Andy can't get their smiles on straight 
Life treated us so gayly, that living seemed like 
play, but now it's willow-waly, alas, alackadayl 
We used up every dollar, as fast as it was 
earned, and now we sit and holler for all the 
coin we burned. We laughed at plodding 
neighbors, who pickled hcdf their scads, the 
product of their labors, the dollars of their 
dads. While they were toiling, plugging, with 
fun from them afar, we went around chug- 
chugging, in mortgaged motor car. We heard 
the sages gabble of rainy days and woe, but 
laughed, and joined the rabble, to see the 
movie show. We hit the higher places, regard- 
less of expense, and now the sheriff chases us 
from our residence. Well may you weep. Mi- 
randy, and squirt die tears around, and well 
may Bess and Andy send up a doleful sotmd. 
Now that we've come our croppers, we view 
things with alarm; and we shall join the pau- 
pers, out at the county farm. 
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TOWN AND COUNTRY 

THE Bowns are blooming in the woods, the 
daffodils and kindred goods, the cowslip 
and the rose; and, as I do my office task, 1 wish 
that I could go and bask among such things as 
those. Oh, it would surely be sublime, upon a 
fragrant bank of thsrme, for drowsy hours to 
rest; to revel in the wholesome breeze, and 
pluck the toadstools from the trees, and rob a 
hornet's nest But now a fanner comes to town 
^-a man whose residence is down where buds 
are bathed in dew; all day he sees the pones 
grow, all day he feels the zephyrs blow his 
flowing sideboards through. And when I'd talk, 
in burning words, of bumblebees and bats and 
birds, and other woodland things, he looks at 
me as though he feels that my fat head is full 
of wheels, and cranks and rusty springs. He 
interrupts my glad harangue, and says, "I do 
not give a dang for cowslip or for rose; I'm 
happy, when the sun goes down, if I can chase 
myself to town, to see the movie shows." 
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BIRTHDAYS 

A BIRTHDAY is a solemn thine; a fellow 
realizes then, how speedily the days take 
wing, the days that do not come again. A 
tittle gr^er than last year, a little slower in my 
gait, I feel the dmnp is drawing near, and still 
I keep my smile on straight A litde failure of 
my sight; a bit more deafness in my ears; a 
few more aches — but that's all rightl I would 
not stop the scudding years. My bald spot is 
a bit more wide, my muscles grow a trifle slack; 
I have more stitches in my side, a few more 
cricks are in my back. But yonder vault of 
azure bends above no gladder heart than mine, 
for all about me there are friends, who keep an 
old gent feeling fine. Their kind words make 
my bosom swell, and fill my piebald eyes with 
tears; they tell me I am looking well, and hope 
I'll live a hundred jeara. A few more symp- 
toms of the gout have vainly tried to kill my 
joy; a few more teeth have fallen out, but I'm 
as happy as a boy. 
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NOTHING TO SPARE 

ThlE hungry children ciy for hrea<]. aod I 
would gladly see them fed; my bosom 
bleeda for little ones yiiio have no doughnuts, 
pies or buns, and I would help than out, 1 vreen, 
but need my coin for gasoline. In yonder hut a 
human drove is gathered round an empty stove; 
the father long has had disease — an influenza 
in his knees — the mother's washed for folks in 
town until her health is broken down. Grim 
famine in that shack abides, and all the wretch- 
ed inmates rides. I'd gladly help them in th^ 
plight, and bring them food and warmth and 
light, and make their empty ketde boil, but 
need ^ly coin for gas and oil. As I go jau^t' 
ing near and far, in my upholstered touring 
car, I see around me signs of wanN— and they 
disturb my little jaunt. I'd like to aid the ones 
vAto starve, and give them ducks and hens to 
carve, ^^th loaded arms I'd like to go wher- 
ever there is want or woe, wherever there is 
grief or care, and spread some warmth and 
sunshine there) I'd like to do it, but, alas, I 
need my coin for oil and gas. 
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**f CANNOT give the poor a cent," remarks 
1 the portly, atallfed gent, who'a just con- 
sumed a pie; "it turns my auburn ringlets gray 
to make ends meet from day to day, all prices 
are so high. Just glance along that bill of fare, 
and note the prices ruling there, on canvaaback 
and teal; mark how things coat to beat the 
band, and then perhaps you'll understand why 
I can't spare a ^^eel. Planked steaks with 
French imported peas, and all such staple 
things as these, that every man must eat, are 
costing now so many wheels the woebegone 
consumer feels a coldness in his feet. Without 
such things as mushroom sauce my victuals are 
a total loss, and they've gone up in price; [ 
shudder, too, as well I may, recalling what 1 
have to pay for bottles on the ice. A man 
must feed before he thinks of handing out to 
needy ginks a portion of his kale, and he has 
little left, I swear, when he has paid for Belgian 
hare, for oyster stews and quail. I'd help the 
poor, as well as you, if lofty sentiments ^vould 
do, instead of silver dimes. Now I must eat a 
slab of beef, while I deplore the woe and grief 
of these outlandish times." 
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UFE IS THUS 

THE parents rear a winsome maid, whose 
name, perhaps, is Rose, and feed her pies 
and marmalade, and buy her furbelows. They 
educate her year by year, with knowledge store 
her mind, although the learning graft is dear, 
and money hard to find. They hope that when 
they're old and gray, the damsel will be near, 
to shoo their dotard griefs away, and dry the 
misfit tear. "She'll surely be our rod and 
staff," they say, "when we old wights are 
ready for the epitaph, and other last sad rites." 
But when the maid is seventeen, there comes 
along a guy, whose car burns up more gasoline 
than any man should buy. Oh. parents cut but 
little grass, when that young man arrives, 
whose wagon, burning up the gas, puts joy in 
maidens' lives. Fair Rose is scorching up the 
road, and hitting hills on high, and in their 
silent, sad abode, the old folks sit and sigh. 
All broken are the hopes and plans which in 
the years have grown ; they know that they are 
also-rans, for youth must have its own. It is 
the saddest thing [ know— the saddest man can 
find — ^w^en children from the homestead go, 
and never look behind. 
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VEXATION OF SPIRIT 

SO long and earaeatly I've wrought, pursued 
the beastly grind, I've ringbones on my 
dome of thought, and spavins on my mind. 
The ghastly fear of evil times, of poverty when 
old, has kept me humping after dimes, for gold 
and still more gold. ] have a package put 
away, where none can jar it loose; and some- 
times, at the close of day, I wonder what's the 
use. When I have left this busy sphere, where 
only man is vile, some able lawyer will appear, 
and gather in my pile. Throughout this weary 
worldly jaunt I've skimped and saved and 
pared; I've done without the things I want, the 
things for which I cared. To add one large 
round dollar more to what I have in brine, I've 
made existence sad and sore, and what reward 
is Tnine> Why do 1 slave and moil and grind, 
why do I toil and spin) I'll have to leave my 
roll behind, for others to blow in. These words 
seem ever ringing loud, like some decree of 
doom: "There is no pocket in a shroud, no 
cashbox in a tomb." When I no longer am 
alive, but sleeping 'neath the sod, some learned 
attorney will arrive, and hook on to my wad. 
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PESSIMISM 

"^^OLTRE buying trouble ^hen you buy a 
1 car," die old man said, his gloomy face 
ajar. "I'd rather walk, as walked my patient 
sires, than stand in mud and hiss with busted 
tires. Whene'er you travel in your four-wheeled 
boat, all things conspire to bear away your 
goaL Your engine balks, your brakes refuse to 
hold, your cooling system will not keep things 
cold. You find new grief no matter where you 
roam; you must hire mules to haul your tumbril 
home." "Oh, sage," I said, "what is there on 
this earth that won't bring grief, however great 
its worth? You drive a horse, when you would 
journey hence, and now and then it kicks you 
through a fence. You have a wife, whom 
doubtless you adore, but now and then she 
makes your spirit sore. You like good grub, 
but when you eat too much, your crippled, 
stomach clamors for a crutch. Why cut out 
honey, if we like it, friend, because the bee is 
loaded at one end? Co to, old man I Though 
all die dotards dote, he is a chump who does 
not ovraaboatl" 
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UNREUABLE 

"^^N Jamei P. Jinks you can't depend— he 
V,x doean't keep his word." This is the 
punkeat lecommend that any man has heard. 
The delegate with that renown can't find 
much work to do; whenever he appears 
in town, employers cry out "Shoo." I hired 
a youth whose name is Charles, to help me 
bale some hay; to bind the deal I paid him 
arles, he said he'd come next day. But never 
did that youth appear, which made my life- 
blood boil; he went a-fishing in the mere, 
and passed up honest toil. He comes to me 
when days are Sown, and hits me for a job, 
but evermore 1 turn him down, the piker and 
the swab. He comes to me when tempest 
blows, and asks mg for a pie, but I've no 
charity for those on whoni one can't rely. I 
hire a youth named Bennie Bird to ply the 
saw and sperthe, for lads who do not keep their 
word are of but little worth. The down-and- 
outs are mostly men who this false qrstem 
played; who broke and broke, and broke again 
the promises they made. 
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IN THE FALL 

IN die Fall Tired Father'a fancy graveljr turns 
to thought* of coal, and he sheds nine kinds 
of briny as he «zes up his rolL He has thirty- 
seven dollars — two of them are plugged with 
zino— and the outlook for the winter is vx.- 
tremely on the blink. And he hears the children 
chunor for a lot of winter duds, and his wife 
makes requlsidon for some bacon and some 
spuds; and his lovely grown-up daughter wants 
no poverty in hers— —she must have a stylish 
bonnet and a costly set of furs, and the son will 
need some money as he studies for the bar; 
thirty 'Seven hard-earned dollars won't take 
Father very far. Father has so many problems 
that his hair has fallen out, yet it's safe to bet 
a kopeck on that patient, dauntless scouL Some- 
how he will buy the bacon, somehow he*ll pro- 
vide the spuds, Susan Jane will have her sables, 
and the kids will have their duds; there'll be 
coal to feed the furnace, there'll be comfort in 
the shack, ^^lile Tired Father fights bis battle 
with eight stitches in his back. 
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KNOWING THE WORST 

EVERY morning John, tbe granger, looked 
mth sadneM on his com, for it was in 
deadly danger, 1^ the hot winds seared and 
torn. Through the weary weeks he'd tilled it^ 
only nightfall made him stop — hoping hgr ha 
toil to build it into something like a crop. It 
was perishing for water, and the heavens leaked 
no more; every day was fiercer, hotter, than tbe 
day that went before. And it seemed to John 
the granger, as he watched his com crop go. 
that henceforth he'd be a stranger to all things 
but grief and woe. But when once suspense 
was endeil, and h« knew the crop was gone, 
"Nest year's crop may well be splendid, and 
I'll bank on that," said John. "Two bad years 
don't come together — that would be too fierce, 
gadzooksl So next year we'll have such 
weather as we read about in books." Thus 
the buoyant, hopeful mortal rises v^en the 
worst is known, to surprise you with a chortle 
when you're looking for a groan. 
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OUR DESTINATION 

THE poorhouse has no Peraian niss. no 
costly cKandeliera; and there we'll dwell 
and chase the bugs in our declining yean. On 
bread and meat and apuda and pie there's an 
unholy price; the cost of coal has gone so high 
the poor are burning ice. The butchers used 
to give away the liver of the cow; tod^ they 
wrap it up and say, "Cough up a quarter now." 
The poorhouse has no movie stage, no joyous 
minstrel troupe; and there we'll spend our 
wintry age, and live on cabbage soup. When 
o'er the daily sheet we glance, we drop it with 
a frown; the price of everjrthing's advanced, 
and nothing has gone down. The printer 
howls because his atock more precious ia than 
gems; the tailor wets with tears the frock 
vrfiich drearily he hems. Man weara his sweater 
in his bed, because he has no shift, and cries 
aloud, while seeing red, "Oh, whither do we 
drift>" The poorhouae has no plutocrats, no 
closed or open cars; and there we'U dwell and 
swat the rats until we climb the stars. 
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SLOW BUT SURE 

THE delegate who's slow but sure is nearly 
always sadly poor. 1 hire some fellows, 
then and now, to mow the lawn or sheer the 
cow, to shovd snow or «^ack up wood, and 
"Slow but Sure" is not much good. It puts a 
wire edge on my nerves to watch Ae slow 
man's languid curves, to see him stand around 
perplezt, as doubting what he diould do next. 
1 pay him, \^en he's done, his yen, but do not 
hire that man again, if 1 need help to mow the 
grass, or cultivate the garden sass. He may 
be sure, but he's too slow; ^^en he is weaving 
to and fro, you have to line him with a post, 
to see which one is moving most The man 
who wishes to arrive, must show the village 
he's alive. When he is going ansrwhere, his 
coat tails flap the balmy air; however humble 
be his grind, he leaves a trail of dust behind. 
In every action, every step, he shows that he is 
full of pep. Employers seek that hustling gent. 
in whom such shining traits are blent. His 
energy allures, enchants. We let him wed 
our maiden aunts. 
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LEARNING THE AUTO 

I'M leaming the automobile i as, trembling, I 
sit at the wheel, and steer her along, through 
the hurrying throng, how nervous and awkward 
1 feel I I jolt people out of their lids. I run over 
^ckens and kids; a spurt she will throw ^^en 
I want to go alow, she ocampera, skedaddles 
and skids. 1 sweat, and I'm weak in the knees, 
when swift around comers she flees, ^e 
Hampers and whirs and she gurgles and purs, 
and runs into fences and trees. My courage 
she constandy damps by running down bow- 
wows and tramps; she collided today with a 
big heavy dray, and busted her fenders and 
lamps. I drive her around for an hour, this 
engine of terrible power; wherever I stray, on 
my death-dealing way, of feadiers and fur 
there's a shower. At night, when I go to my 
bed, fierce nightmares abide in my head; I 
dream my new truck is just running amuck, 
and leaving a windrow of dead. I run over 
chickens and goats, I run over roosters and 
shotes; and oft, in my dream, do I raucously 
scream, "My auto is feeling her oatsl" 
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HOUSE AND HOME 

** f OWN my house, but have no home," said 
I J. AuffUBtus Cork, aa wearily he tried to 
comb hia vrfiiakers with a fork. "My house ta 
strictly up-to-date, with every modem fad, and 
visitora pronounce it great, and think I should 
be glad. An English butler buttles round, and 
wields a frozen stare; imported maids are on 
the ground, to comb my lady's hair. And I 
have works of art to bum, all swell and 
reshershay, with here a bust or Grecian urn, 
and there The Stag at Bay.' No kids along 
the hallw^ rush, or bump along the Stair, but 
over all's a solemn hush, as though a corpse 
were there. The kids would like full well to 
romp, and raise a howdydo, but they must live 
up to our pomp and vulgar noise eschew. I 
have a house but not a home, and hence my 
air of gloom; this mansion, with its gaudy 
dome, is cheerless as a tomK I'd like to swap 
this swell abode, widi all its woriu of art, for 
that cheap cottage down the road, where first 
we made our start." 



iv,Goog[c 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



OLD SONGS 

LAST nis^t I heard an ancient dame hum 
divert songs of bygone years, and tender 
recollectioos came, vriiich filled my old green 
eyes with tears. "Oh, Birdie, I am tired now, 
I do not care to hear you sing" ; thus warbled 
on the withered frau, while darning socks, like 
eversrthing. Beneath the bright Canadian skies 
I used to sins that simple lay; folks heard n^ 
boyish treble rise, and wi^ed I'd quit, or go 
aw^. Where are the men v^o cried "Shut 
npr* and promptly sicked their dogs im me, 
vriien I. before their wickiup, turned loose that 
song in ecstasy? The beldame by my fireside 
waits, and angs old songs to yon unknown, 
as "Wait for me at heaven's gates, sweet Belle 
Mahone, sweet Belle Mahonel" I need to sing 
the aame sweet song, beoeaUi the warm 
Canadian sun, and neighbors tang die chestnut 
gongt ui<l put more buckshot in the gun. Old 
songs I Sweet songal They blaze Ae track to 
l^gone days and vanished scenes, before I had 
to break my bock to earn the beefoteak and die 
beans. 
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THE HAS-BEENS 

I READ the papers eveiy day, and oft en' 
counter tales which show there's hope for 
every jay who in life's battle fails. I've just 
been reading of a gent who joined the has-been 
ranks, at fifty years without a cent, or credit at 
the banks. But undismayed he buckled down, 
refusing to be beat, and captured fortune and 
renown; he's now in Elasy street Men say diat 
fellows down and out ne'er leave the rocky 
track, but facts will diow, beyond a doubt, that 
has-beens do come back. 1 know, for 1 who 
write this rhyme, 'M^en forty-odd years old, 
was down and out, without a dime, my whiskers 
full of mold. By black disaster I was trounced 
until it jarred my spine: I was a failure so pro- 
nounced I didn't need a ugn. And after I had 
soaked my coat, I said (at forty-three), "I'll 
see if I can catch the goat that has escaped 
from me." 1 labored hard; I strained my dome, 
to do my daily grind, until in triimiph I came 
home, my billy-goat behind. And any man 
who still has health may with the winners 
stack, and have a chance at fame and wealth — 
for has-beens do come back. 
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BAD COOKING 

WHAT it it roughens true love's 
make> men cum till they are hoarae, and 

leads to quarrels and divorce? Bad cooking. 
I What is it ruins love's young dream, and queers 

the matrimonial team, and makes the married 

life a scream? Bad cooking. What is it comes 
I ^en women prance to euchre party and to 

f dance, and leave the home at every chance? 
j Bad cooking. What follows when the girls 
< grow smart, and say they're wedded to their 
j Art, and learn some Ibsen junk by heart? Bad 
j cooking. What happens when they play the 
i harp as well as some imported sharp, instead 

of frying German carp? Bad cooking. What 
-■ is it fills untimely graves, out where the bone- 
: yard bluegrasa waves, with victims of the 
! kitchen knaves? Bad cooking. What is it 
j drives the boys front home, in glaring, noisy 
j dens to roam, and from cold steins to blow the 
j foam? Bad cooking. Why are the people 
. taking pills, and medidne in flowing rills, and 
I always paying doctor's bills? Bad cooking. ' 
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FLEEING TIME 

THE windi grow keener evety day, u from 
die QOtth they roam, and "Time U winging 
us away, to our eternal home." Old Father 
Tone stilt ia in haste, he makes his long legs 
vdiiz; he seems to have no hour to waste, 
diou^ ages all are his. His eager stride he 
never dows, he never rest* or stops, he breaks 
all speed laws as he goes, and laughs at traffic 
cops. He swings the seasons round so fast 
there ia no pause betwixt, and summer heat 
and winter blast are sometimes badly mixed. 
The springtime comes, the robins call, hut ere 
we've learned their strain, we find we're in the 
midst of fall, and cold November rain. We 
celebrate the noble Fourth, and ere the echoes 
die, a wind comes v^ooping from the north, 
and Christmas day is nigh. So let us do our 
topping late, this merry, festive year, and fill 
tfie clerks, vdio on us wait, with thoughts that 
scorch and sear. Oh, Father Time, what is the 
rush> Is time too good to last? Lie down 
and rest — be quiet — hush I You make us old 
too fasti 
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CHANGE OF HEART 

f Y teacher, when I went to school, would 

. lam me with a pole, when I defied his 

^ant rule, v^ch jarred and chafed my soul. 

rd mutter, vriien he left on me full many a wale 

and bniue. "When I'm grown up I'd hate to 

be in that blamed teacher's shoesi When I'm 

a roan, unlets he's dead, for all my grief and 

pain, I'll surdy punch his old bald head, and 

split his face in twain." The years passed by, 

and I became a man of famous might; 1 had 

a great and stalwart frame, my whiskers were 

j a sight And so I sought that teacher out; 1 

met him at his door, and said to him, "I was, 

old scout, a pest in days of yore. When I recall 

the fiendidi tricks I played, with ribald glee, 1 

i wonder that you used small sticks when you 

were pounding me. I was a wicked little dub, 

who riled you all day long; you diould have 

j used a big spiked club, to show me I vras 

i wrong." The teacher fell upon my neck, and 

{ I reclined on his, and through his tears he said, 

i "By heckl" and I remarked, "Gee whizl" 

I 
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SUNDAY 

I*M alwajrs glad when Sunday comes, and our 
old town no longer humB with all the jargon 
of the mart, the bargaining Aat breaka my 
heart On Sunday morning 1 can meet my 
friends and neighbors on. the street, and they 
won't try to sell me prunes, or real estate or 
pantaloons. And by no agent I'll be lured 
upstairs to have my life insured. No auto 
salesman on my track, 1 freely walk to church 
and back; 1 hear the pastor's helpful views, in 
my new suit and polished shoes; the wonliipers 
have left behind, for one brief day, the beastly 
grind, and when the parson's discourse ends, 1 
mingle freely with my friends, and no one 
tries to sell me socks or whiskers dye, or 
patent locks. No salesman interrupts the hymn, 
to boost his duplex wooden limb. I walk back 
home in cheerful mood, my spirit full of grati- 
tude that there's one day in every week when 
v^eels of commerce cease to creek. 1 do not 
hide behind a tree i^en some investment sharp 
I see. I do not have to dodge or spurn the 
agent for a patent dium. 



.-J 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



-J 



iv,Goog[c 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



:,q,-z.-dbvGoOg[c 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



"I 



iv,Goog[c 



:,q,z.<ib, Google 



POST MORTEM 

MAN goes his way, and cuts a oarrow 
swa&; day after day, we see him in the 
broth. He cuts no ice, displays no wondrous 
worth, gets married twice, at last falls off the 
earth. And -whea he dies, to Mother Earth 
goes back, with streaming eyes we drape our- 
selves i» black. We sighing stand around his 
sombre pall, and hire a band to play the 
march from "Saul." His kindred wail, "All 
pomp he's been denied, but now the tail must 
travd with the hide. We'll do things right, 
regardless of expense, now this poor wight has 
up cmd journeyed hence. We'll go in debt, to 
give this orgy class, hire steeds of jet. their 
harness decked with brass, Ae smoothest 
hearse to haul the honored gent, a boosting 
verse upon his monument." The dead man 
sleeps, as kindly Nature wills; the widow 
weeps, and slaves to pay the bills. She bends 
her shape o'er tubs of steaming clothes, to 
pay for crape and sable furbelows. She's in a 
swamp of trouble, deep and wide, to pay for 
pomp and fuss and foolish pride. 
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EVa, RENOWN 

"VV/HAT .ort of man it Heniy Hank?" I 
W aaked the caahier at the bank; he 
sighed, as with regrets, and sadly shook his 
wearr head, and swatted seven flies and said. 
"He doesn't pay his debts." Thus finally the 
cashier spake, no explanations did he make- 
there was no more to say; no use of arguing 
about — for that pronouncement lets Hank out, 
the man who doesn't pay. A man's forgiven 
many things as through this busy life he 
swings, and swears and swats and sweats; a 
thousand faults we lightly scan, but there's no 
pardon for the man who doesn't pay his debts. 
If I had seven silly sons, I'd hand them counsel, 
tons on tons, to help them on their way; the 
burden of my spiel would be, "My batty boys, 
on land or sea, be prompt your bills to pay. 
You may have stacks of sterling worth, and 
seem too good for this cheap earth, but if you 
dodge your bills, the world will strike your 
balance ^eets, and set you down as chronic 
beats, which reputation kills. Go forth, my 
beamish boys," I'd say, "and always be as 
prompt to pay, as you are prompt to buy; and 
you will flourish then, and thrive, and men will 
boost you vdiile alive, and praise you when 
you die." 
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DREAMS REALIZED 

WE all have dreams when we are young, 
sweet dreams of future splendor; we see 
upon our pathway flung all kinds of legal 
tender; we see ourselves achieve a fame that 
spreads from Troy to Goshen, so all the people j 

^eak our name with fervor and emotion. Then j 
some of us sit down and wait the vision's sweet .< 
fulfilling, depending on a kindly fate to hdp 
us make a killing. We wait till we are weak '• 
and old, for Fortune's kindly token; we wait » 
till we are green with mold, and all our dreams i 
are broken. Our hearts are filled with bleak ; 
despair when wintry age approaches, and to < 
the poorhouse we repair, to weep and swat the j 
roaches. And some have dreams of gorgeous ! 
hue, fine dreams of coming glory. "We'll 
make those dreams," they say, "come true, 
before we're old and hoary." With willing 
feet and eager hands they're chasing Fortune 
alwa^, while t'other dreamer idly stands, or 
Mts and chews bis galways. Oh, dreams are 
fine if you have spunk to follow up the vision, 
but all those dreams are simply bunk which 
bring free gifts elysian. 
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